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shops worth looking at. There is no fashion in the
streets. In the cities the women seem barely one stage
removed from peasants and are not adventurous in their
behaviour. There are no music halls. In the cafes
there are wildly painted gipsy gitis who bellow forth
oriental songs too barbarous for a Frenchman's ears.
In the few bars there are Viennese and Hungarian girls,
but they have merely come to make a living out of
tourists and commercial travellers. They have little in
common with the Jugoslavs. In the houses of the
people there is a bare simplicity, no luxury. There are
no millionaires, no really rich people. There are few
large country houses and estates.

There are, in short, none of the trappings of a great
country and it is difficult for a Parisian to believe that
he has come to a place other than obscure. There
has been latterly a decrease in the numbers of those who
speak French tolerably. Barthou stayed at an hotel in
the midst of Belgrade but he never heard anyone talking
French in the streets of the city. He was not at home.
He was only at home with the King in the palace at
Dedinje. It is the experience of most visiting French-
men. They may profess undying friendship, but they
cannot grasp Jugoslavia. It means nothing more to
them than a military force which might be at some time
at their disposal.

On the 25th June there was a grand luncheon for
Barthou at the palace at Dedinje. Not only was the
King present but his cousin, Prince Paul, and most
members of the government and the Jugoslav minister
in Paris. In the course of that luncheon Barthou turned
playfully to King Alexander and said: "Won't your
Majesty come to Paris? Promise me you will!"

King   Alexander   replied   good-humouredly:   "I
promise,   I'll come to Paris to see you."

So lightly was the fatal meeting in France first
mentioned and promised. Who could have guessed
that in this pleasant interchange over lunch the two men